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Author's Notes: 

Written as a gift for Sgt Leppard, as part of 2020's Ficmas in July a special Ficmas edition run to celebrate 
Rockfic's lbth anniversary. The prompt was ‘Steve ClarkRick Savage (Def Leppard): Slow dancing: 

Not much plot, but kind of heavy in places. Slightly slashy but nothing graphic. 


Phil grabbed Sav as he came back from a restaurant with Joe. The days off were few and far between, Phil 
had a pile of laundry to do and was exhausted, ready for an early night in and a bed that wasn't on wheels. 
"You gotta help me," he begged. Joe would flat out say no. Rick would oblige him, of course, but the bubbly 
drummer had enough of his own issues he was working through. It was Mal, who never had a day off, or Sav. 


"l'm at my wits end and Steve needs a sitter." 


Joe scoffed. He was pretty permissive and loved Steve as much as the rest of them, but had little room for 
coddling or anything unmanly. 


Sav looked confused, brows knitted under his wild mop. "He just needs someone to hang out with him so he 


doesn't run off to the pubs again" Mal and Peter had sternly talked to both of them about getting lost and 


not checking in with the rest of the group. While it had stopped short of police involvement it was not 


behaviour management wished to encourage. 


It wasn't much to ask Most of the time Steve was quiet and content to watch telly or talk a bit. Maybe 
tonight they'd order some room service and Steve might even eat a bit. Phil knew he couldn't do it. He needed 


a night off. 


“Alright. | didn't have much planned anyway." They'd all done Steve duty before, even if it was Phil picking up 
the majority of his care. Aside from vague plans to hit the bar and have a few beers with Joe, Sav's night 
was open and one night spent connecting with Steve made for a better sound anyway. Sav could bring his 


acoustic and maybe convince Steve to write while they were hiding away. 


Phil smiled with relief. "Thanks man, I've got to catch up on my sleep before | fall over." Phil walked away, 
heading towards the doors and the world outside. 


Joe stared down at Sav and his pushover attitude. "Ah, c'mon, Phil needs a break. I'll hang out with you later." 


Joe clomped off towards the elevators, making a stink through the lobby as his plans got cancelled. He could 
entertain himself for a night and not be hurt one bit. Steve needed company or he would hurt himself. Sav 
didn't like to think too much about that. 


He stopped to gather a few things from his room. Cigarettes, acoustic guitar, his walkman and a trashy 
paperback he'd picked up an airport. Whatever Steve wanted to do he'd be ready. 


He knocked on Steve's door and was let in with a quiet "Lo". The telly was running on some local channel and it 
looked like Steve had been reading a book as well. Books were good. It was hard to hold a book and turn pages 
while double fisting the drinks. "You draw the short straw tonight?" 


"Get off" Steve was all too aware of his own fragilities, even if he did little to improve them. "He's a pile of 
washing taller than me and I'm tired of smelling his dirty socks." He planted himself in one of the chairs over 
by the small table that seemed to be omnipresent in hotels. "Besides. it's been a while, innit?" 


Steve shrugged. One day turned into another turned into weeks jumbled into another month. If it wasn't for the 
date and city written on every wall sheet he would be truly lost. Sav was always around, they just didn't see 


each other as much as they used to back when it was just them running around Sheffield. 


Sav got comfortable and pulled out his own book. "Whatcha reading?" Steve held up his copy of /7, the bloody 
red letters jumping off from the dark background. Sav grimaced. "That shit will give you nightmares." 


"Better these nightmares than my own" Sav looked at his own book guiltily. "Whatve you got?" Weakly he held 
up his John leCarre novel. Mass produced and hastily bought as they'd left Heathrow it wasn't horrible, but 
hadn't held Sav's interest. 


Steve looked at the clock on the wall. It was still fairly early. "Do you want to find a pub?" 


Phil had specifically said no bars. Sav knew they'd had a ‘management moment from their handlers and was 
loathe to attract attention to himself. "Don't feel like going out really. If its not the local back home, I'm not 


interested." 


Steve nodded, but closed his book and tossed it onto the bed. "Radio then? Might be something interesting going 


on. 


Sav sighed to himself. Steve was already fiddling with the clock radio and trying to pull in a local station, 
scrolling past static and talk radio channels. It clashed with the noise from the telly and Sav stood to turn the 


giant box off. Steve looked up as his American cultural fix was killed 


"S too much noise for me." Sav rubbed at his forehead. Steve was easier to handle if he wasn't wound up. "One 
or the other." He went back to his book as Steve continued to scroll through stations. He passed up an 
Urban/Contemporary channel and a gospel music channel before landing on Oldies. Sav could handle 50's rock 


and roll. It was all familiar and easy to listen to. Steve tapped his foot as he read while listening. 


It lasted a few chapters, enough that Sav's eyes were dry and his brain was bored of the spy novel and its 
dense prose and complex storylines. He finally looked up when he heard quiet humming coming from Steve. 
Singing along to the Ben E King song on the radio without even realizing it. They'd heard each other sing for 
years, everyone pitched in for backing vocals and to help Joe on some of his unreachable notes. Steve had a 
nice voice, the lucky bastard, but they could never get him to sing. At least he wasn't cursed with a voice 


even higher and more effeminate than Marc Bolan. 


He pretended to keep reading, enjoying Steve's quiet voice as Ben E King belted out his trademark song. Steve 
kept going through the next handful of songs, motown to girl groups to rock and roll he seemed to know them 
all. He dropped the book again when a Gene Vincent song came on. Race with the Devil, not one of the more 


popular songs. "It's Cliff Gallup! You gotta hear this." 


Steve turned the volume up as Sav folded over the edge of his page. It wasn't quite to Sav's tastes. Give him 
Brian May or Jimmy Page any day. He was aware of Gene Vincent, what Northern lad wasn't, but he didn't 
know the guitarist name. They twiddled through a typical pattern of verse, chorus, solo, verse, solo, chorus. It 
sounded thin and tinny to his ears but Steve seemed to be digging it. 


".. the tone on that." Steve downstrummed on his air guitar as they hit the final chord and ended the short 


song. Steve lit a cigarette as he waited through a block of commercials. "I like this station 
"lts a good mix." Sav was less kind and hoped he'd get bored and switch to a more rock station or something 
current rather than rehashing the 50's. It was the same in every city. Ad for a car dealership, some window 


and door company, a restaurant. They all sounded cheaply produced. 


Steve started singing again to the Everly Brothers, filling in a missing triad and even trying his hand at a Dion 


song. It took Ray Charles to get him off the bed, doing a little shuffle as he smoked again. Sav rolled his eyes 
but smiled. At least Steve wasn't drinking and seemed to be enjoying himself. There was precious little 
enjoyment on the road and away from home. Steve stood in front of him and held out his hands as Little Eva 
was played. 


"| don't dance," Sav said over the slightly too loud radio. 


"You do now." Steve took the book from his hands and dropped it on the table. He mimed along with the lyrics. 
"I know you'll like it if you give it a chance now," as he grabbed Sav's wrists and pulled him from the chair. He 
was strong for such a skinny punter, already swinging his hips and shimmying to the song as Sav stood and 
watched motionlessly. Steve left him alone but started exaggerating his moves as Sav got embarrassed, 
jumping across the carpet and wiggling his arse. Steve would do anything for a laugh once he got going even if 
it meant being the most outrageous of them all before going back to his little shy shell. 


Sav felt his face flush and covered his eyes with a hand. Hands landed on his hips and pulled him from his 
cemented spot, sliding over his waist to stand behind him and push him gently across the carpet. He was going 
to be part of the loco-motion train apparently. At least no one would see him. Steve's broad smile was worth 


it. None of them could deny him. 


He might not have swayed his hips as much as Steve wanted, and unlike Phil Sav wasn't one to dance even in 
the privacy of their rooms. Steve didn't seem to care, still dancing away behind him and wheezing as he giggled. 
Their feet got tangled up and Steve tightened his grip on Sav, keeping him from falling and ending their mini 
conga line. Instead Steve came up beside him and smashed their hips together, bumping into Sav and making 
him sway in a jerky pattern 


Phil and Steve were often hip to hip like this. It was easier to walk and, Sav assumed, hold each other upright. 
Harder to dance as he found out with Steve's repeated hip butts. Steve was giggling in a constant stream now 
as Sav got more annoyed. The song ended and Steve kept up the bumps. Sav sidestepped the last one and Steve 
lost his footing on the end of the slippery coverlet. Instead of falling onto the bed or the floor, he was quick 
enough to grab Sav around the neck and pivot around him; likely a move learned from many drunken nights 


with Phil. 


When he steadied himself and popped up he was directly in front of Sav with arms still looped around Sav's 


neck. "This doesn't look good," he said after a pause of mutual embarrassment. 


Sav blinked. Steve was close enough that he could see the pores on his nose and the slightly naturally reddish 
hue of his eyelashes where they couldn't dye. 


It was his rotten luck when the radio switched over to a new song, much slower than the others had been 
Steve started moving with the doo-wop, pulling Sav along with him but not moving far in the very small room. 
Sav decided he was swaying and not slow dancing with Steve. He was trying not to go aggro on Steve like he'd 
done the first time Joe touched his bottom. Steve kept his hands to himself and seemed content to hum and 
shift his weight from foot to foot. Even this was better than Steve reaching for a bottle. 


Even this song was familiar, something Sav's mother used to listen to on the radio while doing the dishes. As 
long as this didn't start off a block of slow songs.. Sav tried to remember that Steve had issues even as the 
arms around his neck tightened and Steve brushed against his chest. Phil would probably kill him if he saw this. 
Joe would thump him and Mal would laugh. Rick.. would probably ignore them he decided. The rest of everyone 
else - riggers, techs, drivers, and the rest of the assorted lot would never let him live it down. Steve seemed 


comfortable as he leaned more weight against him. 


Steve was warm and felt frail as Sav settled his arms around his waist. Far too thin by a stone or two they 
were already out of simple answers and easy fixes. These tours were bad for Steve but they just couldn't pull 
a Beatles and stop touring. He sighed, resigned to taking it day to day with Steve as bad memories of Pete ran 
through his memory. 


The radio moved on to a bouncier song and Steve pulled himself away. There were no apologies or explanations, 


only a slightly embarrassed Steve tucking his hair away and reaching for a cigarette. 


"Needed that, did ya?" Steve flinched but hid it well with his back towards Sav and hands clutching his lighter. 
Its not a bad thing.” The flick of the flint carried even through the music as Steve's spidery fingers kept his 
hair out of the flame. "You know, it's ok" Sav looked at the floor, not quite sure what he was talking about. 


The lighter landed on the nightstand and Steve slid onto the bed. His weight dipped the mattress and he 
crossed his legs as he sucked on his cigarette. Sav sat opposite him, enough to be near but not annoyingly 


close. His own menthols were still on the table by the window. He'd need one soon 
"If you need." Sav was on shaky ground and he knew it. No one talked openly about such things. 
"Sav," Steve cut in. "Shut the fuck up." 


Chastised, Sav got up and went back to reading his book by the window. He couldn't see a word of it, but the 
book kept his hands busy and gave him a protective shield that allowed him not to bollocks things up even 
further. He'd have to hand off to Phil as soon as the washing was done. 


There wasn't much to be done as Steve gathered his wallet and room key, slipping into his trainers. "Going to 
the hotel bar." Sav must have looked panicked - Phil said to keep Steve occupied. "Just the hotel bar. You know 
where I'll be." Steve let him out with a soft click of the door and Sav stared at the empty bed as the radio 
kept playing. 


180s 


They'd done it again. Lost in some pub in the middle of .. Wisconsin? Illinois? After almost a year on tour no 
one quite knew. There was always a pub and a bottle; vodka was vodka from Germany to Japan. The locals 
seemed to speak English. It wasn't Phil's fault if the accent was so strange none of it was understandable. The 


pub was in the middle of a strip mall and loud music blared from the jukebox as a few people danced on the 
large open floor while others drank - small groups yelling at each other across tall tables. There was an 


absurdist reality to it. Men chasing women and women chasing other men the same as his local back home. 


Steve saddled up to him with a giant grin plastered on his face. After the show, his nerves were all gone and 
he was back to the old Steve he remembered. A new glass was placed in front of him as Steve's arm went 


around his shoulders. 


"Sex on the beach," was giggled into his ear as Steve's nose brushed against his hair. Christ, they must look a 
sight to these country folk One saw queers on occasion in London depending what pub you were at but it 
probably accounted for the wide berth they were given here. Steve took a sip and let his arm slide down Phil's 


back, rubbing over his spine and where his muscles pinched from running with the guitar all night. 


Phil finally picked out the song blaring from the speakers. Steve was swaying to it, the music flowing through 
him even when he was supposed to be relaxing. Lou Gramm wasn't exactly his cup of tea but it was a good 
song with a solid beat. He downed his drink, slowing down after tasting how sweet the bartender had mixed it. 
His teeth ached with the jarring sugar. Steve must have been in the mood for sweet tonight. His glass was 


already empty and Phil expected him to head back to the bar as the song faded away. 


It was a shock when INXS came on and Steve's hand landed on his waist, tugging him away from the table and 
its safety. Steve was not a dancer, far too long and lean for any natural grace. He tilted and bounced in what 
might have been considered dancing in Sheffield, laughing as Phil watched with arms folded over his chest. Not 
one to back off a challenge, Phil bumped out a hip and started a little shoulder shimmy, trying to remember 
how the video went. 


Steve tried to copy him, the already ridiculous dance moves almost comical. Phil danced his way around and 
grabbed Steve's hips from behind, using his hand to show him how to move. "Circles, like yer fuckin’, yeah?" 
Steve's moves were no less stilted even with Phil's hands trying to guide him. ‘This is properly poofter' his 
brain supplied as he danced closer to Steve to let him feel how it was done. 


It wasn't working, not as Steve pushed back into Phil and his laughter carried over the jangly guitar riff. He 
seemed to be having a good time and Phil couldn't deny him anything really, even if they got the shit kicked 


out of them later by some rednecks. 


The segue into the next song wasn't smooth and as soon as he heard the square bass notes he was already 
heading back for his drink Sav had played with similar sounds and while it had been a hit ‘Love Bites' wasn't 
something you danced to. In public. With Steve. Berlin just wasn't pub music. Until Steve's hand clamped on his 
hip again and an arm used to the weight of his doubleneck pulled him back 


A bloke could admit he liked the song because of Top Gun. You couldn't admit that you were going to 
remember it because of the smell of hairspray and grapefruit juice. Steve's arms threaded around his waist 


and Phil dropped his arms around Steve's neck for lack of any place better to put them. 


Steve danced better now, smoother on his feet and managing the lazy sway. Phil let himself be twirled away 
from the table. "Me da would have me killed" The arms around Phil's waist tightened. They both wanted the 
same things, to be accepted and loved and sadly something in Steve wouldn't let him take what others tried to 


give. 


There was little point in shouting over the song, so Phil tightened his arms around Steve and continued their 
little dance. It wasn't so bad. Steve wasn't much taller than Jackie and fit against him just as well. Too many 
years of friendship left them closer than they should be. If it was Joe he could have poked him in the 
stomach and told him to fuck off. If it was Phil Lewis he might have gotten a cheeky grab in. One never knew 
with Steve. One day he was holding your hand and the next day needing his space and pushing everyone away. 
They'd tiptoed around Steve's lines in the sand for years and no one seemed to believe they'd never done 


anything. 


Phil couldn't undo Steve's Northern upbringing or change his childhood, but he could let Steve be comfortable 
in the now and be his friend. He seemed to find something in his relationship with Lo but Phil worried it wasn't 


enough. 


This was actually nice, Phil realized. Steve was warm. He wasn't soft like Jackie but he was nice all the same. A 
bit of rough made for interesting times. Phil managed to get his hands into Steve's hair and ran his fingertips 
over the back of Steve's head. Steve groaned and it sent a shiver through Phil. He did it again, lightly 


scratching his nails across scalp and making Steve growl. 


He'd heard the sound before. Steve and a groupie. Steve and Barbara. Steve and his hand. Phil threaded his 
fingers through the bleached locks and pulled gently. He could twist Steve up and make him think but he would 


be no starfish nor easy pull. 


Steve closed his eyes and let his head be tipped back by Phil. They were still swaying gently and given a wide 
berth by the locals who scattered from the parquet floor by the slower song. Phil let go of Steve's hair, 
suddenly not sure if this was a game he was supposed to be playing. Steve was leaning forward. Phil watched, 
detached, as Steve tilted his head ever so slightly and pressed their lips together. It was bizarre and took a 
heartbeat before Phil realized Steve was kissing him, that it was his feet on the ground and his arms loped 


around Steve's neck. 


It just wasn't to be, grapefruit and hairspray and maybe something if life had been different. Phil pulled Steve 
close as the song faded out. Bon Jovi was next and Steve pushed Phil away but grabbed onto his hand. "I wanna 
go back to the hotel." 


It wasn't a proposition Steve sounded defeated and a profound sadness weighed upon him. Phil wouldn't be able 
to fix what was wrong with any amount of sex or love and the alcohol only numbed so much. He could watch, 
and be a companion, sweeping up as many of the pieces as he could find. Phil changed hand holds so their pinky 
fingers were locked together, ignoring the locals as they stared "You can party in my room if you want." It 
would be easier to roll Steve into bed and drop a blanket over him. Easier to brush the hair from his forehead 


and take his shoes off. 


Steve nodded and squeezed Phil's finger. It was one more night neither of them would be alone. 


